VICHY   WATER
borrowed a cigarette from the Algerian and began to pace the
cell, taking great care not to kick or upset the can. Self-pity, I
sternly told myself, was a pleasant pastime if you sat in a comfortable
arm-chair and a nice log fire was burning before you. But in Chaves,
and still so far from England, it wasn't good enough.
"You'll get tired if you walk so fast," the man with the heart for
prisons said. I walked faster.
This was rock bottom. Nothing could hurt me any more. I went
back to Chaves because 1 hadn't shaken it off when 1 came out. My
fear fascinated my fate, and my fascinated fate drove me back. I
believe that was true. But, I said to myself, I'll get out and get to
England. Then I looked at my fascinated fate from a practical point
of view. I had already seen a lawyer. He was Mathieu's lawyer.
Yves had tried to persuade me to take his lawyer. I wanted, how-
ever, to dissociate myself completely from Yves. My lawyer was
half-English, quite a young man and was a rising light among
Marseilles lawyeis. I told him everything from the start. He said
there was no case against me, and I needn't fear the demobilization
papers should leak out. With the papers gone I would surely get out.
The privilege business was a joke, an excuse of the police to arrest
me. His only fear was that my detention would drag on, for with
the wave of crime, black marketing and arresting people galore, the
juges were so overwhelmed with work that each case had to wait
its turn, and that could mean weeks. As I walked up and down I
decided that it was with the merchant, however I loathed him, that
I must side and not with Yves, How far Yves was involved I couldn't
guess. Since he was in prison he contradicted himself so often and
had adopted such a cynical attitude that I didn't know where I was
with him. The door opened and a warder shouted that I should go
down to the lawyers' room.
My lawyer was there and he told me the false policeman had been
arrested, had made a full confession and that he had planned the hold-
up with Yves. This is what the false policeman said: On the morn-
ing I introduced Yves to the merchant, Yves came to see him and
told him he was going to meet that afternoon a man who would buy
dollars from him. He was to follow them. Once in the hotel he
was to wait and then burst into the room saying he was a policeman
and confiscate the money and anything else he found there. So a
hitch must have occurred and the whole thing misfired, which
wasn't surprising considering the false policeman was a boy of twenty
and it was his first expedition into hold-ups, though he had been
thrice convicted for cat burglary. The police and the judge had
asked him if he knew me. He said he didn't. So that was that.